antediluvian car. There was the occasion when they left a
Christmas feast of terrapin soup and champagne in such a
condition that Jane greeted the frosty night with the remark:
*I want to schlide . . .', did so with catastrophic results and
was helped home and upstairs past the bedroom door of a
prim mother by John, who had only survived owing to a
head of iron----There was another story, very different, of
her insisting upon accompanying John into hospital for the
removal of an impacted wisdom tooth and occupying an
emergency cot in her room with a devotion undeterred by
the acute sickness that was always John's reaction to anaes-
thetics.
Anyway, the picture in my mind had been that of a hard-
going, reckless and somewhat fickle but loyal-hearted
seductress, who had managed to capture John's, at that time,
rather volatile fancy and to hold it through various vicis-
situdes for several years. I awaited her arrival with a
friendly interest and some curiosity. So, I am quite sure, did
John, who was in any case determined to offer every hos-
pitality that wartime conditions (it was in 1918) would
allow. We found ourselves entertaining a stout, ageing
American dame. (John had forgotten the detail that her
attractive cousin had been many years her senior: when one
is in one's twenties an additional ten or fifteen years only
enhance attraction.) Our guest had heavy jowls and an
elaborately piled coiffure of hair that was still abundant but
had assumed that unpleasant brindle of auburn and grey
that is almost mauve. She was smartly and tightly up-
holstered in expensive clothes and seemed very prosperous,
but her expression reflected the discontent of her mind.
Her conversation was a tissue of cranky, prim and hyper-
critical strictures upon the behaviour of her children, the
upbringing of her grandchildren and life in general... but
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